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	1. Memories

**_Prologue_**

_**Museum**** of humanity.**_

_**Earth. Sol System**_

_**2613**_

I looked at the diorama made for the Siege of Paris IV, silently remembering every moment of the battle. Off to the side reporters and cameramen all stood talking over the commotion. Today was the sixtieth year anniversary of the end of the war And as such cameras, news crews, and even the occasional Sangheili historian were asking questions and taking pictures or filming, though hectic they were not overly loud. Still, I paid no mind to them, who would want to hear the story of a man like me anyway.

I continued to look at the model. It was a down to scale picture of the final Covenant push. More importantly, the final evac form the planet's surface. Unlike the Believe diorama, this was a model of the whole city. The soldiers were mere dots and there were so few of them, but you can still feel the raw emotion of the battle, from every broken building to every downed transport. I remember every moment of the battle too... evrey... moment...

* * *

><p><strong><em>Paris IV. Paris System <em>**

**_2549_**

**Pvt 1st class: Grayson T. Young**

**105th Orbital Shock Drop Troopers**

* * *

><p>I ducked as bolts of plasma flew over the trench. Fifty yards behind me I heard a scream of pain as a bolt found its' mark. I clutched my BR5B tighter to my chest. I looked over to the torn remains of my squad mates. Damn aliens. Not even an hour in and already my entire unit was KIA. I turned to the soldier next to me and gave him a nod. We each cocked back the bolts of our rifles and readied ourselves for the next wave.<p>

At first the battle for the planet was going smoothly. Until some fucker decided to blow the generators powering the Big Sticks. Basically giving the planet to them. Now all we could do was try and get as many people off world as we can. That's where my unit came in. We were assigned to stall the hostile ground forces moving in on the city. Intel said that there were two lead commanders. One for the monkeys and one for the Split-chins. And knowing my luck we were sent ageist the Elites. And not just that but the center of the fucking shit storm.

As soon as we touched down we were under fire. The Sgt was hit first, poor bastards' head exploded form a beam from a sniper. The fucker responsible had received several rounds in the face for the crime. Soon after all the rest of the Non-coms and officers were dead from sniper fire, lucky plasma shots and the over all destruction that came with war. Those who died within the first hours included the rest of my squad as well as the majority of the more experienced soldiers. Leaving me with thirty seven Marries and Army rangers who were equally scared, green, and leaderless. I was put in the strange position of power when they all asked me what to do. Hell, how was I supposed to know? I was a privat, so I answered like a jarhead would. I told them to shoot any fucker that tried to rush us. It worked for thirty minutes.

And as a testament to how efficient our unorganized tactic was, the ground in front of us was littered with bodies of grunts, jackals, and elites, flaming wrecks of covenant vehicles also doted the road, many of the buildings had collapsed creating pockets of rubble that the advancing army used for cover. In short it looked like hell. Chances are never in a million years will this happen again. Us lasting this long that is.

I peeked over the trench and saw movement. They were sending grunts up, how original. But unlike the videos of hordes of grunts charging all at once. These bastards moved from cover to cover. I took aim at the nearest grunt and let loose a burst of rounds as it left from an overturned truck. The soldiers around me followed my lead and fired at their individual targets.

The grunts returned fire but were unable to hit us because our position had near perfect cover. If we had any hope of living, it was the trenches. The army boys had dug them and were they efficient. There were three trenches, one after the next. The way that they had been dug was so that they sloped behind us as so not to give the Covenant an advantage if they took the trench. It also gave us in the first trench a way to escape.

I switched targets to a grunt who had his side open to my line of sight. It fell dead, holes riddled the poor creatures body.

"Grenade!" A marine yelled. I looked up only to see a blue sphere land on my visor. I screamed and grabbed my helmet, flicked the latch and tossed it back at the attackers. I smirked when I saw an elite open it's eyes in surprise before it vanished in a blue flash. Still my heart was beating faster then before. I was scared there was no other way to describe it.

I looked over to the soldier next to me. "We need back up! Were about to get over run!" I hollered. My deep voice snapping him out of his killing spree. He was the radioman of his platoon and sadly the last one of said platoon. He quickly got on and tried to call command but was cut off when plasma bolt sheered the antenna off of his pack.

He looked like he just pissed himself, heck I might have too. I guess we are on our own. There were two marines on the other side who were taking potshots at the advancing grunts, only caring about killing as many of those assholes as they could. On the other side three army troopers laid down suppressing fire on some unseen enemy.

In all there were seven of us in the first trench. But there were more dead than alive at this point. I risked a look over the edge. They just kept coming. Soon we would run out of ammunition and have to fall back. Either that or get overrun.

I checked my ammo, fifteen rounds left. I took a breath to steady my breathing and waited a second.

I left cover and took aim and let out three controlled bursts killing three grunts who were making a break to cover. I switched targets and focused on a jackal sharpshooter, I let out a single round and hit him in the eye socket. Would have been a textbook kill if not for the danger I had missed.

In my peripheral vision I saw a Grunt with his arm missing at it's shoulder lob a sticky grenade in my direction. It landed on the radioman. He let out a scream before I pushed him away. I only had a moment to turn before it detonated ending his scream with blast of super heated plasma. The force of the blast threw me on the other side of the two marines, landing on my stomach.

My body felt like it was on fire. More over my back felt like it was on fire, everything else just hurt. I forced my arms to push me from the ground, but one gave out on me sending me to the bloody mud again. Something grabbed the arm that had gave out and forced me onto my knees. Boy did that sting.

I looked up and saw a marine moving his lips, There was no sound, Come to think about it the only sound was the loud high pitched ringing. Well fuck I'm deaf. He was pointing to the second trench when his head exploded from a overcharged plasma blast. His buddy next to him shot the bastard responsible and charged up the trench dying in a hail of plasma. Stupid fucker.

My hearing came back in force after that. The sound of the raging battle caused me to flinch. The roar of fires that raged unchecked, the constant explosions from some other part of the city, the screams of fighters flying over head.

I picked up the dead marines' rifle and pulled back the bolt. I let myself smile when a new round entered the chamber. A grunt came over, I aimed and puled the trigger only to have a single round eject and slam in the center of its' eyes. I didn't have a chance to moan in annoyance as another grunt came over the trench, my adrenaline forced the pain away as my legs pushed off the ground and bashed the rifle over the poor creatures' head, causing it to cave. It collapsed in a heap, dead. A jackal came over next and it let out a screech as it aimed his pistol at me. I threw the empty weapon at the bird and simultaneously pulled out my pistol. His shield was knocked away for a split second, Just long enough for me to let off a round in its' head. Killing it in a spatter of brains and skull fragments.

I bent down and picked up a fallen Saw LMG from a dead soldier and lifted it up and started spraying at the enemy soldiers who were now swarming over the trench on my left flank while killing the few that tried to advance on my front with my pistol. If I was going to die then they were coming with me.

My pistol clicked empty as an Elite welding a plasma sword jumped in the trench where the three army troopers were holding the line. I watched in horror as it sliced one in half causing his intestines to come out. The two remaining soldiers opened fire on him at the same time but he simply charged at them. One had the misfortune of getting slammed into the trench wall. Blood spattered out from his mouth as his ribs and lungs were crushed. His buddy rolled away but was impaled by a needle fired from a grunt wearing black his face twisted in pain before the shard detonated ripping him apart.

My attention was brought back to me as the LMG clicked empty. The elite then looked at me, and let out a rawr that caused the grunts and jackals who were aiming at me to focus on the second trench. He charged at me with a angry growl, his sword arm poised to take the final plunge into my chest...

* * *

><p>..."Sir?"<p>

I snapped out of my memories as I realized that a young marine had been standing there asking me a question.

"Yes?" My overly deep voice caused the marine to take a step back out of what I guess was surprise.

"Are you Captain Grayson Young Sir? I've asked around and every one says look for the big mean looking guy." He asked me, he seemed like a nice boy. I guess I could forgive him for that wise crack.

"Why? Do I look mean?" I asked him my voice slightly rising, in mock anger. But he doesn't know that. I said I guess I could not will. He visibly pailed. "Ah.. No sir! sorry to interrupt you. Sir!"

That made me smile. "Relax marine," I started to chuckle at his reaction. After I let myself have a moment of enjoyment at the misfortune of the Marine in front of me, I nodded my head. "Yes I am Captain Young. What can I do for you?"

He let out a sigh of relief and straightened himself out fast enough to make me to give him a ghost of a smile. He handed me an envelope. "This is for you sir. You are also to report at the rotunda of heros.

I scoffed at the ridiculous name. The rotunda of heros? Who would come up with a name like that? But hey I wasn't the one to design the building. so I cant complain. "Thank you...?"

"Privet Tarkov Sir." He answered with clarity.

Tarkov? "Are you related to Major General Tarkov?" I asked.

"Yes sir. He's my grandfather, Now I hate to do this sir but I am needed to deliver the rest of these."

I nodded and allowed him to leave. I looked at the envelope he had given me. On the front was the seal of the UEG. I puled out my knife and slit the top open and I pulled out the paper inside and read it.

_Captain Grayson Thomas Young: _

_00131-46732-MS. _

_**Retired. **_

_Today, marking the sixtieth year anniversary of the Great War's conclusion. We ask that you join us in remembering and honoring the legacy and the lives lost to the horrible conflict. We have contacted the remaining members of the 105th and have put aside multiple hours to honor you and those who are lost. The reason this has come to you in paper and not electronically is because the project we wish to complete is a documentary of the soldiers who fought. _

_There are so few of those that most of the public record is empty and those dead deserve to be remembered. Please help us remember them. If you do not wish to be apart of this we will not hold it against you. But you are a soldier of humanity and as such have a voice that must be heard if we are to avoid a tragedy like the one we suffered._

_Thank you._

_Sincerely__ Chairman of C.C.S Herbert T. P._

After I was done reading the note I folded it in half and placed it in my coat pocket. I sighed. I looked one last time at the Diorama. That was were it started for me.

I turned around and started walking down the path that would lead me to my destination. The Rotunda of Heroes.

The layout was simple really. Easy enough to find your self yet not so simple as to negate the importance of the building. A center rotunda with five hallways leading to the outer ring which would encircle the whole building, in between the hallways were rooms. such as the weapons vault, The diorama room, and the motor pool, plus two others that were technically still in construction. Like the Believe monument the architects of the building didn't want to have to rely on machines to construct it. So it took nearly two decades to complete the structure itself. But That was only the tip of the ice. Etched on every inch of stone are the names of every man woman and child who was killed in the war. The cost was enormous but in the eyes of the public it was worth it.

As I walked through the hall of the Navy. I stopped. One thing that I found funny was our creativity with names. I mean the Hall of the Navy who would have thought of that? I looked around to see people snapping photos and soldiers standing guard at certain points, Children staying too quiet. I couldn't be all surprised this was hollowed ground after all.

I scanned the paintings until I looked at the most historic battle in Human history. Cole's last stand. I smiled and gave it a solute, and continued to the rotunda unaware of what was awaiting me.

* * *

><p>Author's note.<p>

This is my first halo story, It was created by me using inspiration by the Author of _The Life_ Casquis. Check it out if you haven't already. And Casquis thanks for the motivation.

If you like it, Review, any and all will be appreciated. Thanks.

Good Hunting.


	2. Are you ready?

_**Museum**** of humanity.**_

_**Earth. Sol System**_

_**2613**_

* * *

><p>I didn't know what to think when I saw what was waiting at the Rotunda. Along the wall were deployable separators with several people inside them. Cameramen, sound operators, and their equipment were seen in a few of ones that had the curtains open. If the overall quiet nature of the building was eerie before, now it would have shaken the most battle hardened of the veterans that were present. It was completely quiet save for the squeaks of shoes that was heard.<p>

I looked at the center of the room. Unlike the rest of the building, this was a barren mound of dirt, a slab of metal protruded from the middle of it. No one needed to be reminded of what it was. Admiral Hood said that this mound would remain forever barren. And so it shall. The sunlight illuminated the room through the glass panels overhead, showing the only writing on the lone slab of metal. _'In Memory of those fallen in defence of Earth and her colonies. March 3 2553'_ If you looked closer you could see some numbers faded by time. One. One. Seven.

Just as I was about to ask someone what I was doing here, I felt someone grab my shoulder and turn me around. "Grayson Young! Come here you big Fucker!"

I recognized that voice. "Al?" I asked and looked at the face of the man who stood before me. Sure enough there was the other sole survivor of the eleventh.

"The one and only man. How have you been? Still with that spit fire?" He Smiled. "And how's her sister?"

I laughed, my deep Voice echoing across the room. A few veterans and staff looked at us before going back to do whatever they were doing before. I pulled him into a one armed hug. "Man! Grate to see you! I'm fine and so's the wife. How about you how's the prop treating you? Still useful with the ladies?" I gave a smirk. "And her sister still says no."

"Man you always were the ladies man and you know it. Besides, this old thing needs a few replacement parts," He said as he rapped his knuckles on his metal leg. "I doubt that any lady would want a rusty thing like this on her carpet," He said with a devious smirk. "So why are you here? Seeing the sights or visiting some friends?"

"Nether," I pulled out the slip of paper. "I got this and was told to come here."

He snatched the paper from my hands and gave it a quick read. "You lucky son of a bitch. Of course they go with the blue eyed blond beauty," He said mockingly.

"Hey, I'm sure they would have chosen you had you done something during the War," I said as I gave him a punch to the shoulder.

He smiled. "Well I'm here to provide security for the boys so they can play with you."

"Hey. Do you know what they are doing?" I asked pointing over to a closed sectional. "I was only told that it was a documentary for the War. But no specifics."

"What still don't like being on camera?" he asked as he poked a finger at my chest.

"No, The last time I was on camera I was used as a propaganda ginny pig. What makes this 'documentary' so different?" I asked as I shoved his hand away from my chest.

"So I guess you didn't hear the news. ONI cut the red tape of all the classified missions of the war. Everything's coming out. So instead of having rumors, the big guys up top asked these guys to take people who were there and clear the facts. Or well... that's what these guys said. I'm sure ONI will check what get said for any secrets that they still want buried, you know how those spooks are." He told me as a group of techs closed another sectional.

I nodded my head. I knew all about the spooks and their secrets. The biggest battle of my life was because of one of those secrets, hell it left nearly six thousand men dead and the rest with survivor's guilt. And in the end it wasn't all that necessary like they had told us. Sometimes the spooks were our greatest asset and our greatest threat.

I remembered that I had an objective to complete. "Where do I need to check in at?" I asked my former squadmate.

"Oh? I'm not good enough for you Young?" I gave him a look that he knew all too well. "That table over there is where you sign in." He said pointing to the table in front of the memorial. I gave him my thanks, my number and told him we should have a drink like old times. He smiled at that and we separated. I was never one for drinking but with a fellow comrade I would gladly take a few shots for.

I walked up to the table and got the attention of a young girl who was working on the portable laptop. "Um. Yes, Excuse me? I'm here for this." I said, unsure of what I was doing. I handed her the slip of paper. She skimmed through it before typing something on the computer.

"Ah Yes Grayson T. Young. Enlisted in the 105th Marine Expeditionary Unit August 4th. 2547 At the age of 20. Retired September 2nd. 2572 at the age of 45. If you would follow Mr. Burns here, he will take you to where you need to go." She said in an overly sweet voice. It almost made her seem friendly. Almost. But I knew that she was doing what her job was telling her to do. Witch in this case be nice to the veterans.

Neverless I did what I was raised to do. "Thank you kindly miss," I said in my deep voice. It seemed to have the desired effect on the girl as she looked up at me in surprise. Nowadays people tend to forget their manners. It would be funny if it weren't so sad to see the faces of confusion when someone thanks them for doing their job. She was no different.

I left without another word and followed the stocky man known as Mr. Burns. He led me to a sectional witch had several people inside waiting to be used. As soon as I entered he left and closed the curtains. Instantly any sound that was heard before was cut off. I looked at the person who was closest to me. He was tinkering with his camera.

"It's a nano stitched polyester. Dampens sound," He told me without looking up from what he was doing. I just nodded. I looked around. There were seven people in total two techs were playing blackjack, the cameraman, a soundman working with his equipment, another person sleeping in the corner using a bag as a pillow, and one who was dressed more professionally than the others. I guess she was the one in charge. To say she was beautiful would have been an understatement. Her face was flawless, her bulky glasses made her already small face seem tiny. But hey I was 6' 1" and 240 to me anyone would seem small. Except the S-VIs those guys beat even the tallest ODST in regards in height

"When would you like us to begin?" I asked her. She looked up from her Datapad in surprise and frustration. She obviously doesn't like getting surprised. If I would guess she was from either Japan or Luna. She stood and extended her hand to me.

I firmly grasped it only to be met with a similar grip. I saw a ghost of a smile spread on her lips. as her eyes bore into mine in search of information. Man, glad the wife wasn't here. Al doesn't call her a spitfire for nothing. If she saw the intense stare off we were having she would have to mark her territory... Not that that's a bad thing. She released my hand, and allowed hers to fall to her side. "One thing that I've learned from all my years with family who were military is that you jarheads like to show your strength in everything you do," She stopped, as a full smile spread across her plump face. "So do I."

I smiled. I like this girl.

"She looked at her datapad again and typed a few commands. "Ah, Mr. Young, I was expecting they send me someone. Glad they sent me a married man instead of one of those Sex crazed Army singles. I let out a chuckle when she said that.

"Well ma'am we old guys do have needs." I said in defence to my horny brothers. One of the techs groaned as he covered his ears.

"Too much info man!" He cried. That made my smile deepen.

"Please, call me Yamada. Ma'am makes me sound old," She pointed over to a couch. "You will sit there. If it helps you can only focus on me. I'll be right next to you. Max will take care of everything else," Max as it turns out was the cameraman.

"Yeah all you have to do is relax and tell us a pretty story," Max said as he closed up the maintenance hatch to his camera, and got into position.

A series of memories flashed across my vision. Blood, gore, death burning planets. I shook my head clearing my thoughts. I haven't had a relapse sense New Phoenix and I wasn't to have one now. "Alright Just one question," I said as he started to record.

"Yes?" She asked straightening her skirt.

"Are _YOU_ ready?" I asked as I glanced into the camera with a serious expression.


	3. To march or not to march

"When did you get the idea to join the UNSC?" Yamada asked me. The others in the sectional kept quiet as they focused on doing their jobs.

I took a deep breath to calm my nerves and began. "I was 19. It was 2546, the war was going on strong with no sign of stopping. Me and my family were born on Earth and we were pretty well off, so when the refugees kept coming from the devastated Colonies looking for a safe haven. My Home, The state of New Montana, was more than willing to oblige. They came by the thousands. The major Cities such as Billings and the Helena were hard pressed with the amount of people searching for work, food, and a place to start their lives again. But we made it work. It was the only thing we could do. My home only was good for three things. People, Food and Strategic placement. We , My friends and I, had just graduated school and had a choice. To fight or go on with our lives as best we could."

"What is hard to make the choice? " She asked me, interrupting my train of thought.

I paused. It took a while for me to choose what to do. "You'd be surprised..."

* * *

><p><strong><em>May 2nd 2547.<em>**

**_Billings. New Montana_**

**_United Republic of North America _**

**_Earth. Sol System_**

**_Grayson T. Young._**

"I'm serious Riley! You heard Mrs. O'brien. The UNSC needs all the help it can get."

"Yeah Jacob? Well who's gonna help my dad with the construction crew if I go? Face it it's not our job to fight. The City council is all high and mighty when it comes to helping, but when it comes down to it we are the ones who suffer. I mean When is the last time you had a weekend off from building housing for all the refugees Jacob? And the UNSC? Ha! They only care about power. No I'll stay at home and protect my own if it comes to that."

I sat quietly to the side as my closest friends fought amongst themselves. This war was going bad to worse, and if the refugees were any indication, the noose was closing. Pretty soon there will be a mandatory draft, thankfully that hasn't happened yet. I'm still hoping that these Covenant will open communications, hell even a civil talk could change things.

"What about you Grayson?" My thoughts were cut short as my friends both looked at me expecting me to choose a side. Unfortunately I wasn't paying attention to the later part of the argument.

"Huh? What? " My friends both smacked me on the back of my head. "Ow! What the Hell!"

"Are you going to join or not? Jacob asked me.

"I don't know," I told them honestly. I think about it all the time. If I go what about my family, But If I stay how can I call myself a Young.

"Well I'm gonna join." Jacob told us snapping me out of my thoughts. Riley choked on his drink as he inhaled in shock.

"You are?!" Riley asked, when he recovered.

"What Branch?" I asked him curious of what he was going to choose. Hey when your closest friend signs a death certificate you want to know what was on it.

"Navy. Mom always said that I like space too much for her comfort. I thought I might do some good while I live my dream," He said as he took a bite of his burger.

I looked at my plate. The navy had the highest death ratio of all the combat branches. In high school we were only shown our ships blowing the Covenant ships to hell, but everyone knew the truth. Well anyone who paid attention did. Our ships were the ones sent to hell, not theirs. The only other branch who had a similar death ratio was the Infamous Helljumpers. Back in school we were also shown a video of a squad of helljumpers doing the impossible... Winning. Reaper was the name if I remember correctly. The war correspondent who covered the story had a cool story too. Unfortunately he was killed a few months back.

"You know they get their asses handed to them right?" Riley said with a straight face. I gave him a glare.

"Yeah I know. But it's either die in space quickly, or die on the ground painfully. Besides if I'm lucky I might be stationed on one of those Big stations that they are building up in orbit. Those things would be unstoppable."

"Or you know you could not join and die an old man like a sane person would do," He retorted.

"Congrats Jacob, I'm sure they could use a man like you." I said as I gave Riley another glare.

"What, short?" Riley didn't have the chance to laugh at his own joke before he was hit in the face by a Jacob's hotdog. I tried to suppress my laughter at his face of disbelief.

I felt my phone vibrate in my pocket and took it out. "Damn. Hey guys, I need to go. My brother's school is about to get out." I said as I stood up.

"Alright man see you later then." Riley said, as he wiped mustard and ketchup from his beard.

"Yeah. Make sure your mini-me gets home safely," Jacob added.

"I keep telling you guys Hunter and I do not look alike." I told them. Why do people think we look alike. Sure we both have blue eyes, blond hair, and our mothers chin but we look nothing alike.

"Heh, keep telling yourself that," They said together.

I waved them off as I walked out the door and and stepped into the street of what most would consider a small city. Though at two point five million residents in the city limits alone one, people would be hard pressed to call Billings small. Well that is until they saw the size of Chicago and New York. Even though Billings had grown exponentially large in the six centuries that it stood it was still dwarfed by the larger cities such as New Phoenix in the south and Seattle in the west. And those themselves looked small compared to the mega city that is Chicago.

But what it lacked in size it made up for in beauty. Billings was without a doubt the city with the good looks. With the mighty Yellowstone glistening in the sun at the southern border of the city limits. And a massive wall of sandstone known as the Rims to the north with the Airport and space port resting on top. The city limits expanded further west and east for several miles. Trees and parks dotted the entirety of the city, and beyond the confines of the rows of houses near the edge of the city lay thousands of acres of farmland untouched by the development of man. To the point that the state of New Montana was dubbed the bread box of URNA. With competitors coming up close in the old bread box.

I got into my truck and started up the engine. I smiled when I heard the rawr of the ancient machine come to life. The truck was an antique, several centuries old. But due to careful maintenance, and spendy repairs it ran like new. And sometimes even better than most new models.

I accelerated unto the road and headed to my brothers High School. Skyview, the school that saw several of my family in it's ancient halls. Heck I even met the girl of my dreams there.

I heard a rawr of engines and looked up. It was another transport. By the darked burn spots along the hull. I guess it must be another refugee ship. More kept coming every day. A flight of Hawks flew by to escort it to the port. I stopped when A convoy of warthogs rolled by, followed by even more service vehicles. Pelican dropships used by both the police and EMT's made a beeline for the port for any injuries to treat. After the convoy of vehicles passed I continued to the school.

Poor bastards. I wish there was more we could do. The fuckers over in the California Republic aren't doing anything useful. But who can blame them, they have enough on their hands with the constant terror attacks. New Phoenix is trying to help, but there are just too many to care for. Leaving the state of N.M to try and handle the masses alone along with a few other cities. I heard that Luna was providing refuge but it's just not enough for the demand. But these refugees weren't even the majority. Most went to other colonies like Paris IV and Reach to escape the genocidal fucks that deemed us a front to their gods.

We all payed for it in the end, and with taxes at an all time high at nearly fifty eight percent for the average person, and nearly eighty nine for the wealthy, it seemed like we would crack at any moment. Most adults have to work two jobs just to provide food for their families. Even my family has felt the strain. We have to provide the stores and markets with more crops using the same amount of land because of the damned quota set by the heads of the EUG. It's getting to the point where it's just not possible. And God only knows what will happen when the food runs out.

I pulled into the school parking lot a few minutes before class was let out. I could see a few higher classmen getting out before class ended because of good behavior. I turned the engine off to save on the fuel. If food and housing were a problem, you would think that they were blessings to how tough the EUG was on energy consumption.

I turned on the radio and listened to the news report on the war effort. It wasn't good. Another colony, Skopje was attacked and currently being fought for. According to the reports from the local news station. A large percentage of the population was decimated before the military was able to respond. There was a chance that the media was over exaggerating things, but as of late it didn't seem so far fetched to have reports like this. I turned it off when I saw the first kids exit the school.

I looked and saw my brother step out and honked my horn. He looked over in my direction and walked over to where I was parked. He tossed his bag inside the bed and got in. "How was school?" I asked him. I wasn't interested really, I was just a habit that I picked up from my dad.

He grunted in response before turning on the radio "-i_s just got reported from our affiliate in Billings, Montana. A civilian evacuation ship from the besieged planet of Skopje just made landfall. We are saddened to report that every person onboard rear of the bridge was found dead due to multiple breaches in the Hull. The transport, named Saviors Hand, had received several plasm-" _I turned the station to the local station playing music.

"Hey I was listening to that!" My brother yelled as he tried to flip the dial back. I grabbed his hand and shook my head. He slumped in his seat in defeat.

We drove in silence to our home. The path to our home took us past the urban sprawl that was expanding into the fields of yellow and brown. Thirty minutes passed before I pulled into the drive of our home. "I think traffic is getting more hectic from school every year." I said. My brother gave a huff and got out. I followed. "What's your problem?"

"In Government we were told our assignment would be to watch the latest report from the UNSC reps." My brother said as he grabbed his bag. "Every time they talk they only have bad news. "Another colony lost or a million more dead." I don't want to hear more about this war. I'm sick of it." He slouched his shoulders and walked through the front door.

I gave him a sympathetic look before I grabbed my things from the truck. I quickly followed him into our home. I understood what he was going through. Back in school I had the same teacher. Government was a two semester class, and every one had the same teacher. I sighed, the school only had the one teacher to teach that class. And for a school that had over fifteen thousand kids that was understaffed. But he had a point. This war was killing us, in every way.

Hunter went to the living room with his notebook and pen. He turned the television on to the news, sat down on the couch and started to take notes on everything from stocks to the recent news from the front. I instead went to the kitchen to do my daily chores.

Fifteen minutes later I heard my brother call for me "Grayson come here!" I walked in to find him with the pen held loosely in his hands. His eyes were focused on the television as his assignment was scattered on the floor.

"What?" I asked, angry at the mess he made. He always does this to me I wish he would jus-

"Look," He said slowly as he pointed to the screen. I turned my head to see a man dressed in the UNSC naval dress talking to reporters. But what had made my mouth drop were the four huge suits of armor that towered over him standing off to the side. What really caught my attention were the numbers that were written in white paint on the breast plates.

"What are those things?" I asked as I sat next to my brother.

My brother turned up the volume some more. _"-iers are equipped with the best weapons of the UNSC. Together with the aid of our brave men and women off and on the ground, these our greatest warriors have successfully carried out numerous strikes that have brought our enemies to their knees time and time again. Trained at a level that no one else can fathom and gone through rigorous tests and procedures that even the most elite of the One Oh Fifth can't accomplish. These Spartans here now and fighting alongside our sons and daughters on the front have singled handedly killed well over thousands of the demons, each. They have no fear, They never retreat, and they have never been defeated, these are our super soldiers. The swords and shields of humanity,"_ At that remark both me and my brother shared a look as the reporters who were there all shouted their questions. The man held his hand up signaling the audience to stop. _"For those who have questions they will have to be answered later. Good day,"_ At that, the man turned and walked off. As did the suites.

My mouth went dry when I realized what were in those suites. People. No, not just people. Those things had nearly two feet on me, they were freaks. Spartans... I had heard rumors of armored soldiers, but I thought they were those crazy helljumpers.

My brother turned off the screen and got his papers off the floor. "I'm going to start my assignment... I think that I have enough material to get it done."

I nodded my head and he walked up the stairs to his room. I got up ad went back to finish my chores. Are we really that desperate that we would make super soldiers? And why numbers? I don't trust them. Maybe Mr's O'brien is right, Maybe they do need all the help they need.

Aw hell! I ran my hand through my hair. Should I join? No. I'm needed here with my family. If something would happen I would never forgive myself... but what about the other families? I stopped my mental argument when I heard the front door open and want back to my chores. I'll think about this later.

* * *

><p><strong>Three days later<strong>

I may be boring but hey at least I can't put people asleep when I talk. Sunday church service however is another thing entirely. Even the most hardcore Bible thumping person you know can fall asleep listening to my pastor. And that's being nice. The focal point of the service is when I get to play the drums on worship team. After that, it's just like school. You sit in one place of a long time listening to an old guy talk about things you read about constantly.

Though unlike before back when I was six, and the church was a little over two hundred people who were like family. It had well over six hundred with the majority of them trying to find a purpose when they were uprooted from their homes by the genocidal freaks. The church does what it can but it's not a money bank. There are limits to what it can and can't do.

But my job was to play the drums, read my bible, help the poor and tell the good news. I stopped doing the fourth when I was punched in the face by a survivor from Jericho seven. I can't really blame him. I mean the genocidal Aliens who were killing everyone where following what their 'gods' commands... So that puts a damper on the relations with those who don't have any faith. But we can still serve and provide for those we can. But I always felt I could do more. I mean I'm six feet one inches tall and have worked on a farm all my life. Maybe the UNSC could use a guy like me. My eye brows creased together due to the frustration of it.

Who am I kidding. I had average grades, I barely talk to anyone besides my family and friends... hell I barely talk then. Fucken hell. God? You got anything for me?

...

Well I guess I can still listen to the sermon. Speaking of which. looks like he's talking again.

"-e as followers of Christ must live like Christ, We must be vigilant. Darkness is all around us, we must be prepared to stand against it at all times. Even when all hope is gone we must hold onto our faith. In Romans three ten to seventeen. It states. As it is written: None is righteous, no, not one; No one understands; no one seeks for God. All have turned aside; together they have become worthless; No one does good, not even one. Their throat is an open grave; they use their tongues to deceive. The venom of asps is under their lips. Their mouth is full of curses and bitterness. Their feet are swift to shed blood; in their paths are ruin and misery, and the way of peace they have not known." He paused his speech to observe the effect of his words.

He closed his Bible and took a breath. "As Christians, God has commanded us to show love and be kind to one another... but even David marched to a war though he knew nothing of the cost. We have been called to serve. Will we answer that call, or will we allow those who practice evil to go without the judgement they have brught? I know many of you feel as though God is not with us. I assure you, he marches with all of us. The question is will you march with him. Thank you, You are dismissed."

At that the pews began to empty. I however found myself looking at the ceiling. Fuck. It seems I got my answer. I took a breath to calm myself. Now just to convince my mom. Could you handle that one too God? I looked over to my mom only to see her smack my older brother on the head. I smiled. "Amen."

* * *

><p>Author's note.<p>

_I am sorry for the long delay I just started my second semester of College and I had to focus on getting started. _

_So yeah. Hopefully this Chapter doesn't come off as "Hey Guys! GOD lOVES YOU!" because I'm not going for that at all. well he dose love you but bla bla bla. It's just important to Grayson's character and some of his decisions. So if you're upset that I focus on his relation with Lord almighty... yeah yeah yeah, I understand where your coming from. truly I do. But rest assured there only one chapter of slow boring stuff before the fun starts. And as with the religious stuff It is only important when it applies. like in some chapters where some would be hard pressed in their faith. Don't worry I won't have him be some OP soldier that manages to escape unharmed. There will be death, heartbreak, and gore... ooooh lots of gore. cant have a halo story without it._

_Now as for the story I'm gonna try to stay as close to cannon as possible, with a few fun things thrown in. If you catch them you win a cookie, that you will never see. And As for Casquis, I can't wait until I get to the fun parts. I never knew how hard it was to write slow segments until I wrote this. It was agonizing trying to set the mood of Civilian life. I have an even higher respect for you doing so in The LIFE. _

_ Next chapter. We see our hero fight the most terrifying thing known to __mankind. Mothers! So until then Good hunting!_


	4. Non Sum Dignus!

**Chapter 4**

**Non Sum Dignus**

"So you decided to join because God told you so?" Yamada asked. I saw her eyebrow rise and her voice was drenched with scepticism. I just grinned. I always smiled at the implications of those words. I mean come on who couldn't? God telling you to join the military to stop a collection of aliens who are hellbent on killing you because their gods said so. You can hear the universe laughing because of the irony.

So instead of going and turning this interview into a debate about God and what not. I just looked her dead in the eye and said, without emotion, tone, or any variation in my voice, a simple "Yup."

Mac gave off a loud cough trying to hide a laugh causing Yamada to shake her head. "So what happened next?" she asked. She then glared at Mac causing him to shrug. Ah love...

I smiled. "What happen next? Well lets just say the time before I became a badass mother who takes no crap from no one was filled with all sorts of fun..." I said as I trailed off.

* * *

><p><strong>Billings, New Montana<strong>

**United Republic of North America**

**Earth. Sol system**

**June 6th. 2547**

* * *

><p>I turned to my Mom as she finished with the dishes from breakfast. "I'm heading out!" I called out to her. She however ignored me, grabbed her mug and walked to her room.<p>

I shouldn't be too surprised, She's been ignoring me ever since I told her my decision to join the UNSC. Now don't get the wrong Idea. She supported me in my decision. It's just that she voiced her concerns, I voiced my rebutes. Sadly It quickly evolved into a shouting match about my safety and all that. That resulted in me losing my temper. Now usually that's not a big deal with other families. It's healthy for families for each other to get on each others nerves and yell to blow off steam and stress. Or at least with my family it was. But with my broad shoulders and six foot one build, toned by years of working on a farm where physical labor was a necessity, and unnaturally deep voice. I'm already intimidating. Add anger to that?

I'm scary when I get mad.

Now she won't talk to me about it, or anything really. I still haven't apologized so maybe that's the problem. But it's not my fault. The one thing about my mom is the fact that she is stubborn. And that's one thing that the Young family is known for. So naturally I refuse to apologize until she does. Hey don't judge me, I'm sure there's plenty of you you have had a mom issue. Or worse.

Due of the road block with my mom I haven't really told my brothers or dad about it because I'm sure they'll react the same way. My older brother has never been one to like the UNSC, but he was always the conspiracy nut so I can't really expect anything else. My dad however; he served in the Army during the Insurrection back before the war. He never felt as though the top brass took care of the boys on the ground. "Ships? they cost millions, but boots? They're cheap," he always said.

I turned away and and walked out of the house to my truck. The old twenty third century F-one fifty Aquila was at it's time the most reliable truck built. And due to the thousands I put into it once I found her in a junk sale. She is, in my opinion, better than the newest models that use too much fancy tech. But hey I was always an antique person.

As soon as I started I peeled out of our drive and unto the main road. I was going to visit the recruiters who had set up shop at the local mall a few years back. After half hour of driving through the old downtown area I spotted the building that housed the mall.

It was the center of my fair city and was located in the oldest part of Billings built nearly two centuries ago. The city center. There were technically two downtowns, Old and New. The old one, the one that was at the center of Billings itself, had the historic buildings and culture centers including the city council and UNSC/militia recruitment stations, while the New downtown, located a few miles west, housed the financial and economic buildings as well as the barracks for the three thousand military personnel located here.

Why three thousand? Could be the space/air port located on the Rims or that Billings was smack dab in the middle of the State of New Montana. Or it could be the hundreds of missile silos filled with enough ordnance to level the entirety of Chicago three times inside said New Montanas borders. But who knows?

As soon as I entered the parking garage below the multi-block building it became apparent to how crowded it was. Maybe I should have done this on a Monday instead of a Saturday. After driving around aimlessly for who knows how long I finally found a spot at the furthest place possible. Who would have thought that finding a parking place in the twenty sixth century would be this difficult? I mean it is the future, we have aliens, spaceships and of course alien spaceships. you'd think that someone along the lines would have solved that particular problem regarding transportation.

Another few minutes passed before I was inside the holy temple of capitalism. I was suddenly over took by a variety of smells. Ah, gotta love the smell of relatively cheap perfume mixed with the divine smell of foreign foods served at the food court. I walked through the twisting crowds trying to avoid bumping into anyone who wasn't paying attention to where they were going. Harder said then done, I swear people are always in a rush.

Finally after what seemed like forever wandering through the mass of shoppers and the occasional soldier on leave. I saw the four recruitment stations built next to the Game arcade which ironically was completely barren. Funny I bet that they thought that they could have recruited some dropout who was busy playing Dalo Seven. Except for the soldiers standing guard and working inside the stations were completely barren. luckily me, This made it faster for me to chose. Even though it would already be fast since I already decided on which branch I was going in. The Marines. As I said, my dad was in the Army corp of engineers. He had always complained that they didn't care for the boys in the army in the way they always got the hand-me-downs from the marines. So to remedy that? Join with the marines. Besides I don't think the Navy and Air Force would be suited for a guy with my build.

When I entered the man sitting at the desk looked up from his computer at me. He turned to his friend who was sleeping and punched him on the arm and pointed at me. They shared a smile before standing up and extending their hands for me to shake. They were both at the same table with another table was located to the right of me. Behind that was a closed door leading to I don't know where.

I took the hand closest to me. He gave me a innocent smile as he gave it a hard squeeze popping my knuckles. Ow, What the fuck? He let go holding back a laugh. His buddy next to him however laughed. I stopped myself from glaring at the two assholes.

"What can I do for you son?" The two marines instantly stood rigid. I turned around to see an older man wearing the same fatigues as the other two except he had a silver rectangle with a diamond in the center signifying he was a lieutenant. The way he stood demanded respect. And by the nasty looking scar running diagonally from his scalp to his chin he deserved it. I stood straighter to try to be respectable. I could tell the man however was not impressed by the way his hands stayed clasped behind his back.

"I'm looking to join in the marines sir," I said. I swallowed. I don't have a clue what I'm doing. He seemed to considered that as he gazed at me with eyes devoid of emotion.

He smiled and motioned me to take a seat. That made me stop for a second. My gaze followed his hand to one of the seats near the vacant desk. I guess it was his. I walked over to the desk as he sat behind it. "So you want to join the UNSC? Your the first one this week. Take a look through the pamphlets, See if anything catches your eye."

That was rather quick. I could have sworn he was going to bite my head off by the way he stared at me. I looked over to the pamphlets on display. Each one was flashy and designed to attract attention. There were several of them. One for the engineers, infantry, tankers, and of course any other group you can think of. But the one that caught my eye was black with four letters on the front. O.D.S.T. I picked it up and opened it. The inside was almost like the front. There was a single drop pod with a flaming skull entering the atmosphere. The caption under it read "Drop from heaven into hell." On the page next to it there were more images and statistics about the job and skill set needed. I was already hooked when I read drop from heaven. I let out a soft chuckle at my inside joke.

I turned back to the Lieutenant. He looked at pamphlet and smiled. Not one of those warm smiles. No it was an evil smile. One you would give to someone who just banged your wife. "You my boy are heading to Mars."

That's it. Just reading a pamphlet? Why have a recruiting office if there was no recruiting. Heck all he did was point and say go over there. He gave me an information card for me to put down my information. Afterwards he sent me off. It was faster to leave than it was trying to find the place. I needed to get home anyway. I had work to do, And a family to break the news to. But I knew one thing that would happen once I told them. My dad was going to be pissed because I didn't tell him before

**Two months later.**

**August 4th 2547**

One month. It took one month for my family to accept my decision. To their credit they took it fairly well when I told them of my choice. Well... besides the shouting and panic that they experienced because of my said choice's statistics in combat. It was hectic preparing for my departure for Mars and unknown to me at the time would be the last two months that I would be able to enjoy life without worry.

A few days ago I stepped on board my first space faring ship. Now a day after my twentieth birthday I found myself strapped in a pelican as it descended through the atmosphere Faster than I thought possible. I was close to a panic attack. But unlike the others inside the cargo hold of the pelican, I managed to keep myself calm until I felt the ship suddenly drop. But unlike the screams that my fellow passengers let out I let out a laugh. A fear induced laugh not a fun laugh mind you. All of us inside the dropship would be sent to other facilities once we found out where we were going. To top it off we were the last ones to be picked up because of some logistics error. Hence why the ship was going so fast to the ground.

When the ship came to a halt and the rear ramp opened. I stood up grabbed my things and stepped off the ship and unto the ground. Mars was the first planet I ever been on besides Earth. It was also the farthest away from my home I had ever been. It was unnerving. After all of us had left the pelican it lifted up and sped away to some unknown destination.

I looked around at my fellow recruits, every one of them were green in the face. Hell I was probably too. We were standing in the open of a landing field of a base, or I thought it was a base. I Couldn't see that far in front of me because t was dark. What I could see was a flag pole with a flag of the Army and the Marines I also saw several buildings around the perimeter. I could only guess which ones were which because like I said. it was dark.

As we looked around we saw a group of marines in their armor running through the base. Before any of us were able to shoot a question to them a man dressed in black flanked by two other marines stepped out from one of the buildings "Alright Fucktards follow me. Now."

We didn't hesitate to do so. Most of the guys that were with me would be going to different branches. Some the Army, some the Marines, As far as I could tell I was the only one who was going into the ODSTs. We walked for several minutes before coming to a stop at a hanger. Inside the well illuminated space were several Falcon transports, warthogs, and a table. The sergeant pointed to the table and told us to get signed in. After a quick wait behind the guys in front of me it was my turn. There were two people waiting on the other side of the table. One was a corporal wearing army fatigues the other was a woman in in a tight fitting flight suite.

"Name?" the Woman asked me.

"Grayson Young." I told her.

She found my name on the paper and wrote something before calling out next.

The soldier next to her pointed to a Falcon and told me to wait besides it. After waiting for the rest of them to get signed in, the woman that was taking names walked over and put on her helmet and told me to get in. Moments later we took off.

If flying in a pelican was difficult try flying in an Falcon. It was beyond terrifying. The cold Mars air hitting my face wasn't helping either. On top of everything I think the pilot had a grudge against me because every few miles she would turn sharply causing me to almost lose my bags.

Finally after flying for thirty minutes the pilot slowed the vehicle down and landed in a smaller version of the original base. By smaller I meant by the scale it was still really big. Once I lept from the transport I noticed several other transports all parked next to a large group of people standing in the middle of the bases training ground.

A group of technicians came up to me and took my bags from me and placed it inside a truck before it sped off. They said that I won't need them any time soon.

Instead of watching the truck drive away with my belongings I walked over the group of people and listen to the conversations of the people around me.

Not a minute later a cough interrupted the pointless murmurings of them. We all looked to the sound of the cough to find a very pretty woman eyeing us. There was another person standing next to her. But he stayed put where he was.

She was about five foot eight, just under almost all of us here except for the three other girls. She wore a jet black sweater with a flaming skull in the middle over her chest. It contoured to her form quite nicely. She had a pointed chin, and her cheeks were slightly round. Freckles dotted her nose and cheeks. But what stood out the most was her eyes. Those bright light green eyes were breathtaking. Everything about her made her seem friendly. Well except for the demonic grin she gave us, and the way her eyes looked like a predator about to kill its prey... Why do all of the women who join the military become scarry? I wonder how old she is.

"Alright ya' pathetic bags o' shit. I am staff sergeant Fulbright And this lovely facility of hell is Camp Kalte and while ya' are here, ya' are ma' bitches!" She sounded Scottish with that thick accent of hers. There was a cough from the man behind her. She looked over at him before turning back to us. "Forget that girls. This is Captain Patton Drilovsky. And while ya' are here ya' are his bitches. I however... I'm the one who's going to fuck ya' until ya' beg fer' mercy. Now there are three hundred of ya' here and I'm supposed to produce a platoon a year along with the other staff sergeants. Considering that most of ya' look like ya, just got off yer' mama's tit I bet that most of ya' dirtbags will be sent back to home cryin' like a whores bitch of a child. But those who of ya' who pass ma' lovely training, ya' will be the best warriors Humanity has ever seen." There were some murmurs through out the crowd. "Shut it! Now, tonight is the last night ya' have being civilians. So I'ed advise ya' to' get some shut eye before tomorrow. Now before I release ya' to go to yer' barracks, I have one thing I wanna tell ya'. Welcome to the 11th." She smiled and then shouted, "DISMISSED!"

With that we started our way to our new homes located to the west of the training grounds. It wasn't much. There were six barracks each looked the same as the next. The inside wasn't much either except for the generic carvings of dicks, skulls, skulls turned into dicks. You know, the works.

I chose one of the bunks closest to the doors. Another man came up besides me. He was slightly taller than me. Maybe Six foot five. Ok so he was a Lot taller. But hey he had chest that belonged to a lineman while I had one that belonged to a running back. So that has to count for something.

He looked at me before holding out his hand. "Name's Macintosh Ull." His voice was baritone, not as deep as mine but still pretty deep. He had a southern accent too. Good. that means I'm not the only one from Earth.

I took his hand and gave it a firm shake before letting go. "My name's Grayson Young. That's a thick accent. Where are you from?" I asked him.

"Ah'm from the C.C. how 'bout You?" He asked me.

So he was from the Confederate Coalition. Figured. I visited there once. Really neat place. Especially the Civil War museums. Both the first and second. "I'm from New Montana." I told him.

Before he had a chance to respond to me a bald wall of meat kicked open the doors and dragged an old beat up chair into the barracks. "Hair cutting time maggots," He shouted as he grabbed the closest person next to him. She happened to be on of the three girls in our ranks. In a few second all of her long brown hair was on the floor.

Damn he was fast. Within a few minutes all of us were shaved. It wasn't pleasant for me. My scalp was itchy and I could feel a few cut were the razor had cut into my skin.

The last man who had his hair cut to a few centimeters length before this put up a fuss when he was told to get into the chair. It ended with him twitching on the floor due to Mr. baldy's shock baton. The large man then shaved his head with more force than he had with us. As soon as he was done he exited in the same manner as he entered, off to the other barracks to wreak havoc.

I checked my watch. It was a quarter to one. Damn Going from Earth time frame to Mars was going to kick my ass. I just hope that tomorrow isn't that demanding.

I would regret thinking that later.

I noticed that the man who backtalked the barber try to get up only to fall back down. No one else went to help the stupid bastard up, but me being the good guy that I am couldn't just leave him there. I walked over to him and picked him by the arms. He gave me a thanks before wobbling back to his bunk.

That's when I realized that I didn't have anything to sleep in. Shit.

As I thought that. A truck stopped at the front of our barracks. I turned to the door as a group of men clad in black fatigues burst through and started tossing boxes on the floor. As fast as they came they left. I made my way over to the group of boxes as did everyone. The girl of our group shoved past everyone shouting out curses and insults with her box in her hands.

I looked through the pile and found mine. They misspelled Young, how do you get an E out of Young? I eyed the box before going back to my bed. Macintosh was already looking through the box with curious fascination. I lifted the box to reveal the contents. There were a number of items from black and grey shirts, black and grey cargo pants, regular combat boots, and a pair of dog tags. They were blank showing that I was a recruit and nothing more. One thing I noticed however, was that everything had the letters ODST in big bold fonts.

I looked over to Macintosh, he pulled out a metal container form under the bunk and began placing his gear inside. I looked under and saw another one and started to transfer everything into it. Well almost everything. There was another layer underneath a thin piece of plastic. in that included boxer briefs, black socks, and a pairs of shorts. One pair of shorts however were not like the others. It was made from another fabric with a matching shirt. I saw a label and gave it a read. _These are your motherfucking ODST Jaimes! Treat them well!_ I snorted trying to suppress a laugh.

I heard a cat whistle behind me and turned to see the ass of the female section of our ranks. Immediately I felt the blood drain from my head and move to the other less... intelligent one. A Natural reaction that I have had multiple times rest assured. But Even though I have had my share of nude women it was something that you can never prepare for. Well, the mental aspect of it anyway. She obviously didn't have any qualms about getting dressed and undressed in front of fifty something men.

Maybe it had to do with her bunk partner. The monster of a man towered over all of us nearly hitting his head on the bussing light fixtures. She apparently forced him to take the top bunk as his legs over shot the edge of it by half of his calf. So I assumed she wasn't to be trifled with. Especially since she only came up to his waist.

I turned back around once she glanced my way. It didn't help my problem when she smirked at me. Hey, you try not staring at a naked person see how hard it is. The commotion turned down once she got into her motherfucking jaimes and got into her bunk. After the last one of us got settled in the lights were turned off.

As I laid in my bunk wrapped in an surprisingly comfy single sheet I couldn't he but think of my future and what it would hold. The 11th, Sounds like hell of a group.

* * *

><p>Author's note:<p>

Alright guys since I think I forgot to do this before All rights belong to 343 studios, and Casquis respectfully. ( You'll see them when they are there.*wink*)

Now as for the story. This part was a bitch to write. The slow chapters are difficult for me. Something about getting the right reason and place for me to join was really hard. But when I read The beginning of the Life over again I noticed that he also had trouble writing the start of it. So hopefully my writing will be like his in the sense that it will get better as it progresses and the characters become more complex. Aside from the actual writing I was scarce on time because of college and life. You know how it goes.

Now for clarification for the character Grayson T. Young. He is an avatar of myself or of what I like myself to look like. Just like with Frank was with Casquis. Grayson is in The LIFE during the last few chapters placed in as an OC by Casquis after I gave him the idea. So I hope to do Casquis proud with what I have planned for his story from his first drop on Prais IV till after Frank left him on the highway.

If you spot any errors in the story or anything that doesn't sit well with you. Feel free to Review and comment. As with The LIFE you will feed the story. The more input I get the more it will grow and become something great.

As always. Good hunting!


	5. A nice stroll through hell!

**Run for your life**

**"_We ran for two hours straight. When we finally reached the end I saw the thing that all Helljumpers hate more than those damn Brutes. I still won't go near Mars because of it."_**

**_Alphonse__ Pierz. 11th shock Troops Battalion. _**

I took a sip of the cup of water that one of Yamadas' technicians gave me. to my surprise they had listened to everything I had said. My story so far was mostly my life before the corps. Go figure.

I put the cup down and smiled signaling her I was ready to continue. She smiled back and sat across from me. Mac gave her a thumbs up signifying the he was recording. She nodded and turned to face me.

"So your last night before training. From what I've heard from my brother in the marines, training's the hardest. What was it like?" she asked me.

I let myself chuckle at that. "In comparison to the war? The war was more civil..."

She raised her eyebrow. "That bad?"

"Lets just say I would rather go through another war than go through that hell again."

* * *

><p><strong>ODST training facility. Camp Kalte<strong>

**Mars. Sol System**

**August 5th, 2547**

"Move! Cover the exit." We moved as one, as we mowed down some jackal sharpshooters who were too focused on their task at hand.

I Took aim down the hall as my squad moved past me. "Time till evac?" I called out.

"Three mikes!" Macintosh called out before shooting at an unknown enemy

"Cover the window!" The sergeant ordered. One man whose name I didn't know went over to the window only to get his face blown off by a brute.

All hell broke loose as enemies surged into the room. Within a few seconds I was the only one left. The lead brute grabbed me by the leg and screamed "Get UP!" before pulling me forward.

Huh?

* * *

><p>I snapped my eyes open as I fell on the floor. I turned my head to yell at the offender only to see a man holding a baton with sparks flickering at the tip. Shit.<p>

"I SAID GET UP YOU PIECE OF SHIT" He yelled at me, pointing the baton at my face

My feet moved before I told them to as I scrambled to get up.

All around me the other guys and single girl were forcibly woken up as they awoke to the screaming lunatic. Mac being on the top bunk climbed down and got into formation in front of the bunks.

"Get your shorts and track shoes on!" The man hollered as he smacked his baton on a bunk post.

Once we had everything on we were herded outside by the man. I was the first one out through the door only to have torrent of water blast me into the guys behind me. I fell down on the ground when my feet slipped out from underneath me. I was about to get trampled on when I was grabbed by my arm and hoisted back to my feet. I looked up to see the giant of the man with a smile on his face. I looked over to the owner of the hose when she was busy spraying the other recruits. Fulbright was laughing at her own wake up routine.

When all of us were soaked, she turned off the nozzle and dropped it to the ground. "Now that's a wake up call! What do ya' say recruits!" She yelled.

It was dark. I had expected to be woken up early but not this early It wasn't even an hour after we went to bed. Most of us were in shock of having cold water and the cool night air against our moderately covered bodies. But most of us were smart enough to reply to her so we gave it our best. "Yes Ma'am!" I called out.

I looked around. I was the only one to speak. Maybe I was the only smart one.

Her face turned sour when she heard that. "What the hell did ya' call me?" She strode over to me and screamed into my face. "YE' WILL ADDRESS ME AS STAFF SERGEANT FULBRIGHT! DAE' I MAKE MYSELF CLEAR!"

"Yes sir Staff Sergeant!" I Yelled, scared out of my mind. Apparently Ma'am wasn't a form of respect as it was back home.

"I didn't hear ya'!" she yelled over to the other recruits.

"YES SIR STAFF SERGEANT!" we chorused back to her.

She gave me a poke to my soaked chest. "And don't ya' forget it..." She glared into my eyes. How she was able to reach my eye level was a mystery to me.

She turned and walked down the giving each of us a cold glare. She stopped at near the middle and walked to her previous position. "Alright girls. Let me introduce each of our resident drill instructors. Each of yer' barracks will have their own to teach them what it means tae' be a helljumper. Because the way I see ya'. Yer' nothin' but a sack of Brute shit that's fed to them damn Jackals!" She paused for effect looking in my direction with another glare.

"First we have Drill Sergeant Barracuda in charge of First platoon." The man who woke my bunk up walked forward. Now that I could see what he looked like. I noticed he had a metal jaw. No, I,m not joking. He had damn prosthetic metal Jaw. And if that wasn't enough. Barracudas' face was patched with different skin colors, almost as if the doctors who did the operation ran out of his skin to use.

"Then we have Drill Sargeant Buck in command of second platoon." she continued. Another man walked up. He, not like Barracuda, was more professional looking. He looked like a soldier rather than a mish mash of metal and death. Granted he still looked like a hard ass who didn't know how to take a joke, but still.

"Followed by Drill Sergeant Sarge fer' third." I felt sorry for the guys in third. His scrutinizing eyes and the small grin reminded me of Staff Sergeant Fulbright. Only older and more gruff.

"Drill Sergeant Hartman will be with fourth." She continued without hesitation. Damn, If Sarge looked old then this fucker looked like he belonged in the rainforest wars.

"And as fer' Fifth Platoon." Shit I was in fifth. She looked at me. "Yer' sorry asses are mine... " Remember how I said I was sorry for the guys in third? Now?... not so much.

"Now who's up fer' a nice stroll through camp?"

It wasn't a nice stroll.

The first thirty minutes were easy enough. Years of working on a farm hauling feed seed and making sure everything worked correctly would do that for you. Matter of fact nearly everyone here was relatively fit except for some high school dropouts that had no other choice but to join or go to jail. However after an hour our legs were starting to burn. Forty-five minutes later they were threatening to fall off. If we even tried to rest the other four Drill Sergeants would scream at us to keep going. Some poor bastard couldn't keep up and was sent back to camp to pack up. He was the first. Chances are he's wasn't going to be the last.

Hell I didn't even know his name.

With me and my luck I was in the lead row right behind Drill Sergeant Fulbright. Not that it wasn't a nice view. But I wasn't stupid enough to risk an angry Irish woman getting physical with me. The woman looked like she could tear Macintoshs' arms from their sockets just for the hell of it. I glanced over to him his eyes glued onto the trail ahead of him. Drops of sweat fell from his forehead. I was lucky I had a friend... Well he's not a friend as you would think. We only spoke a few words to each other. But he was from URNA like me. So it was more like a bond type deal. But it was better than nothing.

"Damn" I heard the man to my left curse under his breath. His name was Alphonse Pirez. He was the guy who was shocked last night by the barber. I think he may have had a screw loose because he didn't care that the woman he was oogaling could kill him more ways than I knew there was possible. Nope he just kept staring. Horny bastard.

When we had started our run it was around one AM in the morning. I had expected us to wake up early, but waking up less than an hour after we went to sleep caught me off guard. Camp Kalte was located inside a forest near the northern 50th parallel. Because of the weather control satellites, the average temperature around this part of Mars was around forty degrees fahrenheit. Back home in New Montana, this kind of weather was considered leasure weather. But for anyone else who grew up on planets that had higher average temperature they were struggling to deal to the cold weather.

Besides me and Mac, I had learned that three other guys from my barracks were also from the Sol system. Me, Macintosh, and the large monster man named Schaffer Roske were from Earth while another was a homeboy born here on Mars, and the last one was from the Jovian Moons. Everyone else were from the surviving inner colonies or were refugees seeking revenge.

I refocused my eyes when we entered a clearing. The field was empty except for five trenches about fifty meters long with barbed wire skimming the top. Lights were set up by the perimeter of the field so we or rather they could tell if someone was sneaking off. Near the beginning of the trench there was a wall that spanned across all five of the trenches.

She came to a stop next to the end of it before she spoke. "Alright girls... these here beauties, affectionately called the Ditches are Yer' new playground. Now get in formation!"

Once we were standing in formation, something that they had to threaten us to get right. she walked up the the farthest one left of me and stood in front of the girl who shared her bunk with Schaffer. "What's yer' name." She asked her.

"My name's Ellie Hawthorne Sir." she said as she stood straighter trying to seem intimidating, When you remember how small she is it's makes you wonder how she managed to make it past the physical. Fulbright nodded and moved down the line for the next person, A man, to say his name.

"Griffin B- OOF!" He was cut off by her fist to his stomach. he fell to his knees either by the pain, or the suddenness of getting punched.

"DID AH' GIVE YA' PERMISSION T' SPEAK?" She yelled at his curled up form. The rest of the Sergeants coughed trying to cover their laughs. Dicks.

She turned to the man next in line and shouted at him to help his comrade up. When he was was up and supported by the man next to him. She came close to his face. "Now then... What's yer' name?" she asked sweetly.

He coughed once before shouting out his name. "Griffin Batella Sir!"

She looked at the man next to him yelling out "NAME?"

He called out his name and she repeated the process until it came down the last ones in line. Al, Me and Mac. She didn't immediately order our names. She just stared at us. Me and Mac shared a glance before turning back to her. Breaking eye contact with her was not a smart thing to do. She looked like she would rather shoot us then ask a question.

My train of thought was shot when I heard Al whisper something to me. Instantly she focused on me and her eyes turned into fire. Shit.

"You three!" She yelled to us. "Front an' center! Yer' up first." She said as she walked over to the side with and picked up a MA37 from a nearby crate and pulled back the bolt. The other drill sergeant took this as their cue to start with their own mongrels. Each shouting orders and insults forcing them to their ditches.

We walked up to the beginning of our ditch. The other sergeants paused waiting for something. My attention was brought back to Fulbright when someone acted stupid.

If you're wondering, yes. It was Al. He had the balls to say something. Again. This time to her. Does he have a death wish?

"Don't you want our names Sir?" I was tempted to punch him, but that thought was dashed when she looked at him coldly. She walked behind him where I lost track of her. But when Al went flying into the mud followed by myself and Macintosh I knew where she had gone. She kicks like a damn mule.

I managed to bring up my head above the mud when I heard her yelling to the other recruits. "The object of this course is t' make it through the Ditch as fast as possible. When the group in front of ya' get t' the marker, the next in line will start." I looked up to see a small red flag. Guess that's the marker.

"Well? what are ya' waitin' fer'!? GEIT' MOVING!" She yelled as she started shooting the ground in front of us.

Fuck, those were live rounds! All at once we crawled through the muck afraid of what she'll do to us if we disobeyed her.

To her credit she had incredible aim. She kept switching her fire from the three of us to the next three who entered the ditch once we passed the marker. Twice her rounds came within inches of my fingers.

"GO! GO! GO!" She yelled as she fired a round close to my face. "Keep yer' ass down!" Behind me I heard more splashes as the other group went followed by more rifle shots. I couldn't tell which ones were from our ditch and which were from the other four. All I could hear were the scream of shock and shouts of the Drill sergeants and their gun fire.

After what seemed like forever I made it to the wall. I found a rope and pulled myself up and onto the other side.

Now before I continue. The other sanctioned Ditches used by ODST drill instructors throughout the Mars landscape were all varied. But they all shared the same principle. Ice cold mud, dead of night and the fear factor of drill instructors that didn't give a damn about you. The closest one that had similarities to our ditch program was the one used by the 19th... They used whole pig carcasis in their training regament. I would have loved a whole body instead of what I fell into.

My sense of smell was overcome with the smell of decay and rot. A moment later the ground in front of me was illuminated by a muzzle flash from Fulbright. All around me were pieces of once were pigs. Intestines, heads, slabs of torn flesh and lots of limbs were within a finger's width away from my nose.

Without any thought of what or where these parts came from I screamed. Not a manly scream like I would like. It was high pitched, comical for a guy like me. Not seconds later I heard two more splashes and equal screams of fight.

"What? Afraid of a little death!? Keep Yer' asses movin!" Fulbright yelled as she fired into the most intact body part, A pig head, causing it to explode showering me and Mac in bits of skull, flesh and brain.

I heard Al cuss before moving ahead. I saw no alternative before moving forward as well. It took another shot for Mac to start moving. I don't think i've ever seen someone bigger than me move faster as well.

A few second passed as Fulbright switched from firing from us to shooting at the ones who were yet over the wall. As soon as I heard more splashes from those jumping from the wall I heard more screams as they realized what had spooked us. As I neared the end I speed up hoping that this would be over soon. But before I could reach for the rope that would allow me to exit this hole from hell I heard something that made my blood run cold.

"FUCK THIS! THIS IS INSANE!" Someone behind me yelled.

"STOP!" Fulbright screamed. Me, Mac and Pierz all stopped as she said to. I didn't know at the time but we were thinking the same thing, and when you consider one of us is fucking stupid, that's surprising. I risked my ass, and turned my head so I can see what was happening.

"What did ya' say?" She asked as she pointed her gun to him, shining her light in his face.

Don't repeat yourself. "I said this is fucking Insane!" And there you go...

Her shrouded figure didn't move. "Geit' over here..."

I shuddered. The way she said it wasn't demoralizing like the rest of what she said to us. It was cold, unattached. Most of all made me never want get her like this again. Sometimes I thank God that I'm naturally quiet. I'd hate to be someone who didn't know how to shut up. Like Al

He crawled his way over to the edge, hoisted himself up, and stood in front of her. Now that he was clear of the bloody/muddy mix I could see who it was. The way he stood screamed colony survivor. Well it was until she rammed the but of her rifle into his ribs. I heard the crack from my position in the mud. He fell to the to his knees breathing in sharp intakes of air. A few shuddering breaths later he coughed up some blood.

That's when she decided to speak. " Ya' think yer better than them?! HUH? Well let me tell ya' somethin' ya' shit eating mongo sap!, yer' nothin' without them! Ya' think yer' the only one who's dealing with this shit? Feck you!" She span her body around and launched her armored boot to his skull. He dropped faster than my brother when he tried some Harvest whiskey. She turned her flashlight to bear on us, both in the trench and out. "Let this sheithawk washout be a reminder to ya' all. Any thoughts you had thinking this would be easy. Get them out of yer' skulls. Yer' in my world. And in my world, my word is LAW!" She turned to the passed out lump. "Hey DOC! Got one who needs his arse wiped!"

From the shadows three figures rushed to the fallen man, picked him up and carried him back the way they came. Fulbright's mood changed again as she fired a round next to Mac's hand. "Get yer' arses movin'!"

And just like that we continued forward nearly forgetting about the second washout. At least we had a name for him. Poor Lee, He won't be missed.

As I hoisted myself up and stood I felt a hand grab my neck.

"Ya' think yer' done ya'? Not on my watch! Geit' down and give me fifty! NOW!" As she said this she shoved me down onto the dirt. I didn't want to keep the lady waiting so I started doing them as fast as I could. Wrong thing to do.

"What the feck are ya' doin'? I didn't look up. But I could feel the stare she was giving me.

"Push ups sir!" I answer back to her.

I felt her boot against the small of my back. "Those aren't push ups, Ya' ingrate! Go all the way down till yer' tits hit the ground!" I complied and forced myself to go lower. "There ya' go! That's one. NOW! Forty nine more!"

After everyone had gotten through the ditch and an agonising one hundred push ups later due to people constantly messing up. We were forced up and made to run back to the barracks.

We were running zombies by the time we made it back. When we were told to take showers it was music to our ears and some even cried out in joy. They were quickly smacked by those who knew better than to do something as stupid. None of us were aware of the dried blood, mud and bits of flesh that stuck to us until we were done with the showers. Grand total of time our showers took thirty seconds for ten of us at a time. Equaling up to a grand total of two minutes and thirty seconds. That's that fastest I ever went.

I was also never so happy for such a small amount of time in a shower in my life as well. We were given fifteen minutes to rest after our showers. Some took advantage of those quick minutes to enjoy the contraband that they had snuck in. From porn magazines to cards, what ever was small enough to make it past the initial luggage shake and take was found in the barracks.

Even Mac had something, but unlike everyone else who had contraband for their personal enjoyment he had a photo. I sat down next to him as he looked at it. "What's that? I asked him. He looked up from it with a smile.

"My Sisters." Like me, Mac was a man of few words. Unlike Al who never shut up. At the thought of Al I looked over to see him sharing a porno magazine with a fellow bunkmate. Figures. My attention was brought back to Macintosh when he handed me the photo. Wow.

Now that I had a good look at the photo I was able to take in all the details. Staring back at me was a slightly younger Mac and two young girls. One had safire green eyes with golden blond hair tied in a ponytail. The other shared her brothers hair with piercing blue eyes.

"Thier beautiful." I mutter. He just gave me a pat of the back with a solid laugh as a response.

"Don't I know it. My youngest sister, Blossom, turns fourteen this September. While Jackie, the older one, just turned eighteen two months ago..." He sighed. "I won't be able to make it to her birthday because of this." He looked at the photo in my hands.

"Hey at least she still has your folks and Jackie right?" He gave me a look that I've seen too often when helping out the survivors of a devastated colony. "I'm sorry... How?

"My pa' died on Vodin when the elevator fell. Ma died giving birth to Blossom a year later." He said slowly.

I nodded my head and gave his shoulder a squeeze. I placed the photo in his hands. "She understands, trust me."

"Heh. You got family?" He asked me.

"Yeah... Two brothers and my parents." I paused reached up and pulled down my contraband. I small book about the size of one of the data pad that someone snuck in. I Opened it to find my own family photo. "Here's a photo." I handed it to him.

"Your from New Montana right?" He asked as he looked at the photo.

"Yeah."

"Why did you join then? New Montana doesn't have a draft. Why leave them?" I looked at him. He was serious.

"I joined because it was what needed to be done." I took back my photo. "And because someone has to."

He looked like he wanted to say something but after a few moments he closed his mouth and placed the photo of his sisters under his pillow. I did the same with my book. I stood and stretched my legs out. nearly everyone who weren't doing something were fast asleep. Bad move. They were going to get torn apart by whatever the drill sergeants had in plan for us.

After a few more minutes of resting we heard the call and headed back outside formed up into rows of three and took a quick jog to the mess hall for breakfast. When we reached the mess hall we were moved into a larger formation with the rest of the company. Then we waited for our turn to eat.

...And waited.

And waited some more.

After several minutes of standing at attention, some of the members of the other platoons began to get restless. Some swayed on their feet, while others began whispering to one another. I myself was getting a little bit tired of waiting. But I refrained from stepping out of line. last thing I needed was an Irish boot up my ass.

Finally, after what seemed like forever standing at attention in the cool crisp morning air of Mars, Fulbright walked out gave us look over and shouted one word. "Attention!"

We straightened up almost immediately. Well, as best a bunch of undisciplined recruits could do anyway. It obviously wasn't good enough when she stomped down and formed us into closer formations. The curses and insults get more creative every time she speaks. I mean a fulge flopper? I don't even think it was a curse. Just something she decided to say for the hell of it.

She took a step back to admire her work. Nodding in satisfaction she turned to the door and snapped to attention.

Then the Captain of our company walked out of the shadows of the main entrance. All six foot three of him. In the dark he looked imposing, in the light however he looked like he demanded your heart. He looked like he was of mexican descent. He took a quick look at us before shaking his head. Not unlike his sergeants he wore black ODST fatigues and like Fulbright a matching black ODST beanie. Though, he had his rank on the left of the emblem while the others had a simple skull.

He took a breath before he began his words of motivation. "Alright Fuckers, I'm only going to say this once. If you're not willing to dine in hell then get the fuck out of my camp!" Scratch that. "two of you have already washed out. If those three are what you are going to let define you then you are better off with the damned army!" He stepped closer to us. "I for one hope that isn't the case. You all have potential, I can tell you already must hate Fulbright. That's good. But by the time you are finished with my camp. You will love her... And despise me."

He grinned at us before turning to the Staff Sergeant. "Give them the special." With that said a warthog drove up next to him and he jumped into the passenger seat.

Whatever the special was made my insides turn cold. When she smiled that feeling solidified. I wasn't going to like it. It wasn't even a quarter of a day into the training and I already felt like shit. How could this day get- I stopped before I thought the rest. Everyone knows that karma's a bitch.

Fulbright pointed to the far left line of recruits. "Yer' up first! Get in line." But she has nothing on Fulbright

They hurriedly stepped into line, each row following the next. The line moved oddly fast. When it came to be my turn I accepted my plate of... whatever the gray mush was. The Chef said that it was the most nutritious food used by the armed forces. Also said that it was the worst tasting shit he has ever tasted.

I can't imagine what they could have put in there to make it smell so repulsive. But... when you come from a family who makes it by the skin of their teeth you tend to eat anything that someone says is food. This was no different. So without a word of discussion I began to eat.

After two minutes we were forced out, Anyone who didn't have time to finish never gt to. Al found that out the hard way never take food with you. Dumb fool managed to puke all of what he managed to down near the fifty-fifth crunch.

After breakfast we were then separated into our platoons. The way they did their courses reminded me of high School football. You had Agility, strength, endurance, conditioning, and finally a combination of all four. Everything I thought I knew about exercise was blown apart by their own routines however. I never knew you could turn running into a contact sport.

When it finally came time to go back to our barracks to sleep, the sun was already below the horizon leaving Camp Kalte in the dark, and cold.

By the end of our fist day another six left for home. Most were from our platoon. Al being the dumbass that he is managed to make it through the rest of the day. Though he effectively got on Fulbrights bad side.

The next few weeks were hell. We would wake up a few hours after we went to sleep. Drill until our bodies collapsed upon themselves and repeat the process the next day.

However, the more they drilled and ran our asses off the stronger we became. What took hours of running was whittled down to less than half that time by the months end. Even how fast we ate were improved.

In addition to our physical training we were drilled how to stand, talk, read and even think according to the core. We became unified as a unit, worked each other to become better... some didn't have what it took and dropped out, Granted they managed to make it farther then some but a flunk is a flunk no matter where you come from.

By the end of the first month twenty eight others had dropped out including two of the three girls. The last one, The one who shared our barracks found herself our leader, Why? Fulbright took a liking to her. And if she knows or not she goes easier on her. We were jokingly called the bitch platoon because of her leading us. It was interesting really. She was perhaps the smallest one in the Company and yet had control over some of the biggest fucks you could image.

When it came time to test which platoon had the most improvement. We did it the helljumper way. With a large pit, mud and physical violence.

It was a all for one, five way battle between platoons. The only objective was to be the last one in the pit. You would think that mine, being smallest platoon, we would be at a disadvantage... You would be right if it wasn't for one thing. Strategy. Simply put we were going to outlast the other platoons then strike when they were weak. Now usually the exercise is done by two platoons as a way to blow off steam and see who was better. And with that, the pit was usually smaller. This pit was large enough to house the 270 some fully grown men and woman... with room to spare.

It started out like any testosterone induced activity. Large groups of men charging at each other trying to sound intimidating. Within a minute, half of the people in the pit were standing off to the side screaming for the rest of their guys to win. You should have seen their faces when our platoon, the ones who barely had any one out, suddenly strike at the thrashing pile of men. Finally after a quick, extremely fun five minutes. The five remaining members of fifth platoon, Macintosh, Al, Ellie, Schaffer, and myself were left standing in the pit while as our friends on the sidelines cheered our victory.

The next two months followed the same way as our first one did except anyone else who dropped out came from the other four platoons.

One time during one of our runs the Captain decided to join us. Wrost. experience. ever. We were running down the well used dirt path that led around the camp when all the sudden the Captain ran out of the trees.

"COME ON YOU FUCKS! KEEP UP WITH ME!" he hollered to us before sprinting down the path. Fulbright instantly started after him leaving us unsure what to do. That as before Ellie took over and shouted for us to trippel time it. Our platoon rocketed forward leaving the others behind. A few moments later we herd more shouts as their drill sergeants ran past us. our fast run became a full on race between the other platoons. After a few minutes of sprinting the path we caught sight of the Captain, Ellie turned her head to us and gave us a nod before increasing her pace. we followed her example and the rest of the company followed ours. The face the captain made when we past him made the whole ordeal bearable.

When we came to the end of the course we formed into our ranks just as he exited the treeline. He walked up to us and smirked. "You remind me of a group of idiots back before the war... Called themselves the juggernauts. Stupid as hell but they never stopped moving forward. Keep up the good work." He snapped a solute which we returned back to him. He turned just as a Warthog pulled up and jumped in. How he managed to do that was still debated amongst all of us.

With that compliment however came a regiment of hard physical activity implemented by the Drill Sergeants to brake any ego thoughts that were present. But despite what Fullbright and her band of assholes did to us, what the Captain had called us struck us at our core and we started calling ourselves that. Juggernaut Company. Not a bad ring to it. Granted the Company names are given the phonetic alphabet names according to the date of creation and the ranking of the training. Officially our platoon was Hotel five-eight Heavy Recon Company... But in the words of Al. "Fuck that long ass name! Were the juggernauts!" For someone so idiotic he is amazing at rallying a crowd to one objective... Should have been a politician.

Then came the day we fell in love. We formed up to begin our run to our personal hell holes as usual. The run started like any other except it was a few hours later in the morning. The next thing that was out of place was when Sergeant Fulbright turned down a different road that didn't lead to the ditches. I wondered if I should have said anything. That maybe she turned down the wrong road. I stopped thinking of that when I saw _her_.

66 tones of pure, unadulterated, badass. Most people when they see something awesome usually stand at awe savoring the sight. We however had no option and were forced to run past it. I could feel the angst behind me as the other guys felt the same thing. I knew one thing that everyone had on their minds.

We wanted to drive her.

We came to a stop near a few dozen crates. Standing in front of it was the Captain. We moved into our ranks and snapped to attention.

Fulbright walked over to the crate opposite of the Capitan. She gave him a smirk.

He nodded, before turning to look at us. "Hello recruits. Let me be the first to welcome you to your next phase of your training. You're officially past the first part of hell... It only gets hotter from here on out. "He paused before patting the crate he stood in front of. "In these crates are something very special."

When he said that Fulbright lifted the lid and pulled out it's contents. My eyes went wide as a smile spread over my usually stoic face

He noticed our sudden giddiness and gave us is evil smile. "Now who's up first?"

* * *
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	6. This is my Boomstick

**Chapter 5**

**This is my Boomstick.**

**-"We had sticks! Two sticks and a rock for a whole platoon - and we had to share the rock!"- Sergeant Major A. Johnson.**

I couldn't help but chuckle at Yamada's expression. It was the same as my mom's when I told her about my first few months. The rest of her crew had equal expressions of either surprise, disgust, or shock. Eh not everyone can survive what Mars will throw at you.

Yamada broke the silence when she cleared her throat. "Well, I can see why that's different then my brother's training."

Max scoffed. "Different?! That's insane!" He exclaimed. "No wonder so many of them killed themselves..." He mumbled after. He gulped when Yamada glared at him.

She punched his arm. Hard if his wince was anything to go by. "Don't say something like that idiot! He-"

I interrupted her before she could start her rant. "Actually, he is partially right. Many of the suicides reported between 2553 and 2567 were, in part, because of the training. But not because of the brutality. When it came down to it, they killed themselves because the training was too successful. They couldn't switch back after the war was done. Many had no reason to quit and just kept fighting until everything they experienced caught up to them. Hell, Al nearly lost it himself. If it wasn't for him being a crappy knot tier he would have killed over a long time ago..." I looked at him. letting my eyes linger on his.

He bowed his head and turned away. "I'm sorry." he mumbled.

I nodded. "Good. Now where were we?" I asked. Ah, now I remember.

**ODST training facility. Camp Kalte**

**Mars. Sol System**

**November 8th, 2547**

I couldn't hold my excitement and smiled when Fulbright pulled out the object in the crate. Remember when I said my dad was in the military? Well he was able to keep his issued rifle. He taught me and my brothers how to handle, load and fire it. Add that to twelve years scouting that I did during grade school. I'm probably one of the few recruits who knows their stuff. Well me and Macintosh for sure. But if you know what the URNA is like it's not much of a shocker that most if not the vast majority of the people born there have a solid understanding of military hardware and the skill that goes with it. But anyone else here... If they had any training, skill or talent besides the few dozen former soldiers and marines they didn't show it. But those who didn't know what they were shown they were not as giddy as the rest of us. I pitty them.

Fulbright smiled when she noticed the few that didn't smile like it was their 21's birthday. She held it out for us to see. "This is the MA5B-2 Individual combat system. It holds 60 rounds and is capable of hitting a target at ranges that make the new BR55 seem like an outdated hunk of junk. But unfortunately it is missing a very important piece." At that I rose my eyebrow "What? Ya' think yer ready t' handle a live weapon? Yer' not. If it were up to me ya' would still be playing' in the dirt." She looked at our ranks before pointing at someone a few rows down. "Callahan! Front an' center."

Callahan jogged up to her before snapping at attention. "Yes sir, Drill Sergeant?" He yelled out.

"Tak' ma' gun."

"Sir?" He asked her.

"Ah' said tak' ma' gun! A simple command ya' twit!" She spat at him. She held it across from him like a gift.

He waited a few seconds before reaching our for the gun as fast as he could. When she didn't try anything he smiled. She narrowed her eyes with a smirk of her own. Without warning she twisted her body around bring him toppling forward. At the same time she twisted the rifle making it slip from his grasp. Immediately after she brought the butt of it down on his back making him collapsed on the ground. I could tell she held back due to the lack of withering pain. Still it'll leave a nasty bruise.

She reached down and picked him up. "Now, back in formation." Wait... no insult? She looked at the rest of us her usual glare replaced with... was that pride? "As fer' the rest of you." she reached in one of the crates and pulled out another rifle. She tossed it at me. Not expecting to be thrown a gun I fumbled when I caught it. "Yer' firearm training officially begins."

I looked at the rifle. It felt off. I looked up at Fulbright. She was reaching into the same crate pulling out more rifles. "Sir?'

When she turned around with the rifles in hand she paused giving me a raised eyebrow. "What is it Young?" She snapped at me. So she did know my name. For some reason I felt like that wasn't a good thing.

"Sir, Are these Rifles different than the ones used by the marines? I asked. She continued to look at me. Her eyes taking every detail of my face. To be honest it made me little self conscious.

She smiled. Not a 'I'm going to rip out your anus' smile but a genuine 'you done made me proud son.' smile. "And t' think ah' just thought ye' were stupid. Yes, these weapons are the newer versions made to replace the current model. Or that is what ah' heard. Their only difference from the ones now is that these ones are lighter by a few pounds. Some new metal or some there BS like that. Ye' my duckies are the only ones to be issued these as of right now. Some field test to see how well they handle. Hell if it were up to me ah'd just give ya' the hoses. let ya' play with those." She and some members of the staff handed the last of the rifles out to those who didn't have any.

I looked at my rifle to find out what she took off. Not surprisingly it was the most obvious part of it. The bolt. I looked in between my rifle and Fulbright.

She grinned when she saw me. "Congratulations Young. Yer' the first to find the missing piece. Now some of ye' are probably wonderin' what it is missin' from yer' gun. Well ah'll just tell ya' so you don't hurt yer' selves. It's the Bolt. Now before' you start cryin' let me tell ye' somethin'. Yer' not in trainin' to become any helljumpers. Yer' trainin' to become the best Helljumpers." She looked at me again before stepping closer. "Yer' in the Hellfire battalion. Not the 2nd, 18th, and certainly not the 19th!" She turned and walked down the line." Ye' will learn how not only to shoot, but to also how to hold it, how to clean it..." She turned around and started heading back to the other side. " And most of all ye' will learn the proper meaning of assault and battery! Do ah' make mah' self clear!

I brought my rifle to my chest. "Sir, Yes sir!" We shouted back.

"Good! Now, we have work to do." Fulbright quickly gave us a rundown of how to march with a rifle and how to handle it before she yelled, "Left face!" As one we turned to the left. Fulbright, her own rifle slung over her shoulder, stepped to the right of us. I stole a glance at the Captain. He had his arms folded, his cold eyes sizing us up. For a supposed hard ass he had avoided us for the most part. From what I heard from the other platoons though he was on them constantly. Makes you wonder. Though I do remember hearing from some of the other members of his staff that he saves his abuse until the very last push. Something about constant drills, training exercises and other things like that. Joy.

With a shout we started past the Captain and jogged into the weapon training portion of camp.

For a training facility that was used to create the most formidable human badasses known to humankind, the shooting range, armory, vehicle depot and other facilities were extremely low tech. Half of it looked like it was made by the lowest bidder. The other half looked in disrepair.

As we weaved our way through the maze of paths to our destination, something, like always we had no clue what it was. Al turned to me and whispered, "Hey Young."

"Yeah" I answered back. My eyes focusing on Fulbright for any twitch that meant she had heard us.

"Are you trying to get on her bad side?" He said as he glanced at Fulbright. "I know you try and be unnoticeable but asking questions goes against that rule."

I smirked. "So says the smart ass loud mouth."

"Hey I'm a smart ass because I want to live. And everyone knows smart asses live longer."

"Where did ya' hear that?" Macintosh whispered from the other side of him.

"Didn't you read the _"A Soldier's Tale?"_ Al asked.

"Yeah... what about it?" he asked.

"A lot of the members of his company were assholes and they lived."

I turned my head and gave Mac a nod. Together we both smacked Al on the back of the head.

"What the hell was that for?" he hissed as he grabbed his head with his hand.

"For being you." Ellie whispered from behind us. The two men next to her chuckled.

I smiled at his look of mock hurt. I glanced to the front at Fulbright. She just kept jogging, possibly ignoring us though I couldn't be too sure. Looking back at the months we were here I couldn't help but feel good about myself. Not only was I nearly twice as strong as I was when I started, I had managed to beat a hundred other recruits to this level. We were as a unit stronger, faster, more resilient, and smarter... well the last one is still to be determined but you get the point. Best of all though? Most of us can go toe to toe with Fulbright and not get rekt. We still lose, sometimes horribly so. But at least we're able to actually land a few hits in now. So that's something. I was pushed out of my thoughts when we jogged up to a building with a sign that read Armory in uneven lettering.

Fulbright stopped at the door before she rapped her knuckles against the metal.

A few seconds passed before I heard a voice call out through the door. "What's the password?" I glanced to Mac. He just shrugged and I went back to staring at the door.

Fulbright sighed before leaning up to the door and whispering something. It sounded something along the lines of dashford. A moment later the door swished opened. revealing a slightly pudgy man. How the hell does someone get pudgy while being a helljumper?

He looked at Fulbright before gazing over us. "I guess you're here for their gear?"

"How'd guess?" she asked sarcastically.

"Oh you know, usually when you want to talk or need something you just kick the door down. But when you're with your toys you tend to play nicer. Must be a bitch thing..." he said back. Damn. And I thought Al was a stupid fucker. I could feel the hatred radiate from her. And apparently so could he. He gave her a weak smile.

"These pansies are on a tight schedule. Just get them their gear before I make you take their place. " she growled as she poked him with her finger.

"Hey, Just because I take shit from Sarge, doesn't mean I take it from you," She growled again. "But since you asked nicely their new shit is all packed and ready for pick up. It's around back with Dick and Franklin. Might want to hurry before he messes with it."

She nodded before ordering us to head to the back. There we given another gift, the first part of our combat gear. The iconic Armored Combat boots as well as the armored thigh guards and a marine combat helmet. Out of the three pieces of protection, the boots were the part that everyone hated. After we got everything sorted she ordered us to march to the parade grounds away from the firing range.

When we arrived Fulbright began to teach us the "ways of the rifle" as she called it. To us it was a series of repetitive orders and commands that had us do the same thing over and over cleaning, maintenance, and proper handling. The same thing as the other four. But while the other four platoons were busy learning how to shoot. as well as the repetitive weapon management we were with Fulbright at the parade grounds watching her demonstrate her anger managment technique on various watermelons. After watching her mutilate fruit for an hour it was our turn. After a few hours we became pretty good at following in her footsteps. From then we were taught CQC techniques and methods. You would be surprised how amazing it felt to use bayonets on a target. Especially when you are a part of a larger lunge.

But unfortunately the chances of using these age old tactics were mathematically impossible. Aside from our physical and sociological training we were shown combat footage of the Covenant combat strengths and weaknesses. Most of the footage showed small stubby creatures with backpacks rushing UNSC positions with birdlike creatures provided shield and sniper support. While not tactically smart nor effective, the result was always the same. We would retreat after killing off thousands of them. Most of the time just because we couldn't kill them fast enough. The message was clear. We would be sent upon an unstoppable force with the intent to halt them. Fulbright didn't sugar coat the facts. If we found ourselves in a fight against them, most of us would die by the time the call for retreat sounded. A bleak outlook if I say so myself.

By end of the second week we were allowed to join our fellow recruits at the firing range. Ellie was our designated marksmen, scoring a score that made even Staff Sergeant Sarge do a double take, and as such was given the newest BR55. Damn thing made her look like a kid. Al Received Shara, the name he chose for his M7 SMG, for his efforts. And Schaffer... well, the big guy got the M247H heavy Machine gun. Don't ask why, I don't even know. Damn thing seems like it wouldn't be useful in a urban firefight. Everyone else got a mix of M7s MA5Cs and DMRs. Me and Mac however stayed with the MA5B's We both liked the feel and the raw power of 60 rounds. Following our primary and secondary weapons training we were allowed to play with the big toys. That, Was fun.

In the following months we were tested using both firearm and CQC techniques. Another 20 were cut due to low scores. Apparently, due to the extra training Fulbright made us go through, everyone in our platoon managed to excel in CQC testing. Me? I was designed as a riflemen. But not because I was bad. Oh hell no, I nearly broke a record with my MA5. Fulbright nearly complimented me I was that good. But that gave me the secondary role of a Marksman as well.

Now... Now here I am training with the SRS99C-S2 with Mac as my spotter in a competition against four other sniper teams. Not as fun as it sounds. The goal was to take out more targets than the other teams all without a hunter squad finding you. To do this we had to hide. As simple the objective, it wasn't easy. Me and Mac spent the whole morning preparing our hide away. From the outside it looked like a tree. On the inside it was cramped, hot, and uncomfortable.

"Thirty meters to the west... next to the tree. 300 meters..." I hear Mac say. I adjust my scope. "Wait... footsteps to our right hold on target. Don't move." We both waited for the hunter squad to pass us.

In my scope I saw the target explode in a blue mist. Damn, another group stole it. Must be Ellie. "Damn it Ellie..." I muttr under my breath. When the group passed us I whispered over to him"Mac... new target fast."

"Got it... Near a boulder. 400 meters north of the previous target. Range... 450 meters... wait... crosswinds. Southeast to Northwest 12 kmp. Compensate." He told me. writing down the numbers for my adjustment.

I adjust my rifle. "Got it."

"Take the shot." I squeeze the trigger and felt the kick as the rifle bucked back. There is a certain feeling of power you get when you fire a gun like this. The moment you squeeze the trigger to the moment you see the wisp of white as the round travels at supersonic speeds at your target. Obliterating it in a show that isaac newton only knows how to put on. Next to me I hear Mac whisper, "Target down," before he paused. "Hold on, new orders coming in." A few moments passed before he looked back through the spotter. Following by answering whoever was on the line, "Yes sir, acknowledged." He turned to me. "That was the last one. Good work. Seven targets are better than three."

"Yeah, but compared to Al And Ellie... how can someone as annoying as Al work with someone like Ellie get more then everyone put together?" I ask. "Seriously they argue constantly. It's like they can't shut up."

"Well... Ellie is the best Marksman in the company. And Al dose have a good reaction time and vision." He stated.

"Why do I always forget that?" I ask jokingly.

"Don't ask me, sides yer' just jealous 'that you can't seem to talk to anyone besides me," He said sarcastically.

I give him a shove' "Hey, your the same way."

"Yeah but- wait... alright yes sir." he looked at me. "Time to make ourselves known." With that both me and Mac stood up from our hideaway.

A few feet away I heard an annoyed groan. "I told you that tree looked funny."

"Shut it Dolono." Another member of the search party told him.

Macintosh picked up his gear and started back down the hill to the path that would lead us to the firing range. I glanced over to the opposite hill where 40 blue spatters dotted the wooden area.

A few minutes later we walked into the sniper range lean to. The other four teams were already standing at attention as Fulbright looked over the scores. She looked up at us before moving her head to the line. We formed up next to Ellie and Al. They both had smirks. I bumped Al with my but of my rifle. His smirk grew into a full smile. Fulbright turned to us. "Congratulations Team Alpha. Ya' win again with fifteen. Team Bravo ye' had a four hit increase giving ya' second. Good work." She proceeded to inform the rest of the teams their scores. Can you guess who was alpha and who was bravo?

It was funny. Even though in the first few weeks we never fired a gun as a unit. When we did, we quickly surpassed the other four platoons with our skill. Because we were so good, this exercise would be the last test for our firearm training. Now we were officially allowed to start with the more advanced sections of the "helljumper path". Combat training, war games and other courses such as the EVA course. But we were ready for whatever came at us.

* * *

><p><strong>One week later.<strong>

"...Ow..."

Apparently I was wrong about being able to hand anything. Oh so wrong. Being on your ass with your combat gear locked up by paint generally proves that. Hey at least I still have a view. Now I can watch the rest of the company get raped by the Captain and his Sergeants. You'ed think that one hundred and fifty recruits would be able to handle six well trained and hardened troopers. Nope. It was a massacre. It was funny really. The way we were trained in the past few months made us cocky, ignorant, and gave us a big ego. Now... Now everyone who was still up were all panicking and trying to figure out what to do, while being pinned down by gunfire that seemed to come from everywhere.

It was a simple mission, win. Either by elimination or by capturing the flag. It started out like a well oiled machine. Then Fulbright came. I let myself smile at the way she took out Al. He'll be a tenor for a week. Well that's combat training for you. I just don't know what went wrong... Oh yeah. Now I remember.

* * *

><p><strong>authors note.<strong>

**No more excuses. I hit a block and had to fight through it. I was also lazy. For that, I am sorry. For all those reviewers thank you for them. Your feedback and support gives my ego strength to continue... even if it's at a snail's pace. For those who read and not review thank you as well.**

**I am truly sorry for the shoot chapter. My goal is to get a large chapter out for you but there is so much you can do with training. Though I did enjoy writing the sniper test, even if it was short. Hopefully during the next portion of training I'll get a decent 10,000 word chapter out for you.**

**If you enjoyed the small chapter Review. If not... Review. I can fix what I don't know...**

**And like always Good Hunting!**


End file.
